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“through the pane of words” 


Only Now 


This intimate experience only now 

we realize 
itis because anutterance and so to have 
someone 

to exchange the power of speech to exchange 

minds souls 
then every movement an utterance 
And yet itis small it is very small 


it is almost nothing in itself 


it can never reach 
too far into the other _ the other's life 


nor can it go too far into one’s own 
yet it is 
Can you forget your own name? perhaps you have 


already done so_ long ago 
even though you don't remember 


Gardener 


You findme here my hands 
my 


What is it that I want? 
my hands come to the place 
so that the changing _ like rain and sun 
darkness of 
verdant dreams 
to break the surfaces further 
What is it that I want? 


The complex fated 
remnant this 


The Anonymous 
Whose voice was it 
in your voice 


you spoke into the dark 
raised chin pointing like an arrow toward 


a place you could not go 
where? 
where could you be hurrying 
My hands 
my mind in searching every running stream 
wind through the trees 
the rain across a fence 
white sand 
that hour-glassed my fingers 
once 


My hands tried to hold you there 


names exchanged names spoken 


names forgotten 


Alba 
Dawn bedroom pomegranate sun rays 
window shade the color of a brown egg 


breathes in 
breathes out dilating 


tapping 


dawn twilight 
lilac on the cotton sheet 


the drapes just parted a gray fissure glows 
burns at length 


your eyelids tremor you sleep or else pretend 


a blue glow along the edges of the blind 
Risen at last the sun 


across the lawn a small crab-apple tree 
looks like a Chinese character in the red glare 


We're like two matches twisted in the fire that was 
struck out of them 


and yet no fire is like your black hair 


After Rain 


As though after as rain wet garden 


softest earth 
like warm coffee grounds 


as though a 
mist-rain in the air 


drops of rain perhaps 
on every leaf 


the air 
different here ascent 


rain mist soaks the soft ground 
Here at the center of the garden 


scent of 
green mint basil earth perfume 


the sun-like opening too 


in front of me the wet shining 
this land 


Breath 


Morning rain again 
drips from every leaf 
this water 
beads every stem 


air of mist pearl 


breathing itself 
out of white here 


a branch spread so clear 


in relief 
and a streak of brown bark 


milk leaves wet vines 
this early hour 


the world where two leaves 
cannot be wiped free of rain 


Evening 


Isit here in the deep shade 
evening 


grape vines 
and the honeysuckle climbs 


small chinks in the matted green 


the sun's late orange light sparks blinking 
no scent of the honeysuckle 
A faint scent of the breeze 
stirs stills 


eyes in the green twilight 
andthere inno fire 


undying still the gods of evening 


Darkened Speech 


The night’s many eyes 
so closed yet watching 
shiver of wet summer night 
hear every movement 

our soft steps in the grass 

even the smallest stirring heard 

a thousand fingers 
feel them all around 
feel every word 

spoken thought 


where 
the cold dews soak 


reach into the open pores 
of the wet stems 
the breathing leaves 
down into the grass 


when we talk wehear feel 


darkness elements living speaking 


Pine Trees Near the Shore 


These shadows branches pine light boughs 
air’s sweet smell of green 
near water scent 


and needle light 
and the breeze and sometimes mist 


the lake’s sound itself 
changing at times 


And high up 
the sunis_ spikey glare 


then lower shadow -laced sand 
in amber 
the gray needles cones 
jigsaw shadow boughs 


the feel of noon now 


soft red dust of years 


Field Northern New York 


No haze on the field this afternoon 
the sun is white and hot _—a pale blue sky 
Queen Anne's lace 
all through the field 
afloat so white 
and the warm dry breeze 
On the road dust shines white scattered stones 


dull gray yet sparking bright 


sun at center of sky 
This midday heat and the road 


and the afternoon is silent 
bright sunlight on the hazed hill far off 
Stop one minute by the fence 


hear cicadas in the field 


To Music 


A fire burns and yet does not 
apparent in the crystal’s realm 


O you who move there 
locked inside that ice 


the moment's light 
warm brick and stone _ substantial day 
slip through the fingers of my hand 
less quickly 
than does your sheer beauty 


Like ice that's melting in the hand 
love aches and burns 
slips away 
the living energy of day 
vanishes 
each instant at its end 


returns vanishes 
then 
is nothing left? 
-- one senses how the phrase must end 


Like melting ice _ time aches and burns 


and slips then from the numbed hand 


In memoriam S. A. 


This quiet garden and evening light 


deeper the sun through trees 
gold dusty rays crossing 
on the lawn 
the shadows now 
summer night almost come 


The moths brown hay-colored one celadon 
one by one 
and the stars 


Late breeze 
almost the scent of the garden ‘s earth 
or the flowers 


Now sit here have rest 
just think 


The night is still breeze blows now and then 
heavy roses nod 
their leaves toughed by the lightly 
moving air just stir 


Now eternal summer -- 


these flowers Isee have seen 
and will again 


In memoriam L.D. 


I walked along the hill above the town 


The night was cold 
the late fall wind had taken 
the season's last leaves down 
and their branches down 


What was I looking for? -- 
couldn't tell 


But picked a broken branch up from the ground 
struck it against the tree 


I could hardly hear the sound —_ wind was so strong 
winter storm coming on 
snow coming in soon 


hardly a small human sound 
that could still be heard 


July 


I have to shield my eyes 
snow-blinded by the glare mid- day 


the high noon sun reflected on waves 
the sunlight foam 
and the bay is lightning 
or chrome flashings 


The noon time heat high high sun 
constant waves water 
burning 
monotony 


looking on 
you feel the endless the single wave 


receiving from itself itself 
wave foam wave 


In the Corner 


Up late reading _ the house silent 
cold night air of March 
seeping in 


in the depths of the window 
the desk lamp 
its white plastic shade burning 


a distant, tiny light white blind spot 
in my convex forehead 
tilting into view a moment 
semi-transparent dome a soap bubble 


I turn off the light 


Now see the stars a bright full moon like talc 
sky of noble blue around it 
in the deeper black 
clouds of dry ice vapor passing at its edge 


I stand between window and curtains 
these behind me like a cape 
I'm in a camera obscura 
waiting for the appearance of something 


Then I move away _ turn the light back on 
a momentary lightening of mood 


a settling 
inert silence suddenly 


And then there is a challenge 
the room echoing my presence 
its interrogative 
positioning and focusing 


each object places me questions me 
the entire room now a kind of mirror 


Asking Why are youhere? Asking 
Where are you? 
Asking How much longer? 


February 


Rain 
mixing with snow steaming mud 
numbness 
of the winter's cold 
a corner 
turned though 
and branches grow supple 
just a bit 
You fall asleep 


and when you wake 
find a change 
in everything 
sudden, and from where? 


with melting snow 
there’s a mild wind, but different now 
and likewise everything of which you’re part 


--are you? 


but restless restless moods 
begin to stir inside your heart 


Sea of Day 
Not yet noon 
the sun hot high over the island 
small stones in the road 
glitter dull bright 
in the heat and light stones as though of mica 
heavy bright green water in the bay 
Pines stand on the hillside 
silence of late morning 
Then thesun_ higher the sky white 


wind picks up the waves foam and chop 


spurting white on the rocks 
a storm of light 


dry wind the heat inland fields 
are parched brown 


like a scorched shirt 
On the shore ridge bright gale light 
pines move swaying 


hot sun heat and wind 


Midday _ the sun-water 
blade flash in tree tops 
steady wind 
blows the fine white sand 


on the beach grass dunes bend one way 


The weather pocked shingles of houses on the hill 
their cracked paint 
the tight shut windows | the gray sills 
and the cracked glass 


the sand seeping in 
These elements the wind here but nowhere 


the water far off yet everywhere 
the sand everywhere 
but no one place 


I walk down to the shore 
the surf is rough 
waves break on rocks 
swell rollin water mist 
and shower 
spray foam trails wide 


heavy green water of the shallows 


heaving with waves 


Water rock bright water-needles 
aerosol glitter 


drying weeds bits of shell sparkle 
green silver distant water 


waves points of 
water 
burning mica quartz 


points facets of brightness 


Light creating all 
incessant light 


bright existence and change 
And day is wide the realm, this realm of noon 
ofsea of sky 
these processes _ of air and light 
of water wind this the seas of day 


disclosed now changing 
changing without end 


Vision 


The leaves fall and fall 
remind me how little I have 


one apartment 
no money 


But the sun comes out opening 
from behind grey luminous 
clouds 
poplar leaves are gold paper 
green veins in the sun 
Where will I be in a year? -- 
in two years 


doing what? 


Yet now there I see it 
at the end of the alley of birches 


in the grove's light 
among fiery frost trees 


Idea 
You are 
thing most needed 


like spirit not 
spirit 


visiting the mind at intervals 
and bring this light peculiar 


light illumination 
breath 


However clear calm the moment 
powerful 


chaos of moods 
yet you are 


not thought 


unforeseen power 


A Dove of Thought 


All things speak 
when one has learned of quiet 


my dove of thought 
so gentle with its wings 


I listen to thought's murmur 
then thought stilled 
feelings stir echoes 


and then with no one thing being willed 
of its own will 
it sings 


Plum 


The plum ripens slowly on the bough 


bears a sweet juice 
fluent ripeness 


sticky the heat of summer 
What is flesh? 


What is the plum, 
ripe now -- 
what does one find ? 


a point of world 
of day 


If I took the plum and opened it 
what rivers of gold 
what suns 
what heavens of light and fire? 


And 
And is the spirit of the flesh from soil-- 


received from there 
where? 


To disentangle mind 
from breath 
breath from body 
mind from earth 


No thought 
not bound to pain 


or pain not part of thought 


Everything's bound 
unbound bound 


complex of responsibility 
Act 
moving through 
the partial world 
burden assumed 


lived 


all 
everything 


nor wait for certainty 
or crave what can't exist 


Point by Point 


Dark points zig 
zag here there 


grass 
clover tiny shadows 


sunny green _ clover leaves 
green carpet 
sun points 
sun is warm 
bright afternoon 


Breezes 
I lie here 
on my elbow 
sun burning my face 
more shadows zig 


zag here 


there 
in peripheral sight 


sun-glare 
another spot veers 


two three four bees 


rummage in the white clover flowers 


Afternoon 


The smell of hay 
the uncut fields sweet 
scent of grass 
in the field 
noon simmers 


the hay bright yellow on fire 
then sunset wind 


In mysterious shade 
dark woods 


noon almost silent 


your 
shadow your steps 


and a spider web 
the low corners 
where daylight cannot penetrate 


But sunlight warms the garden's leaves 
green heart-shaped leaves 
pole beans _ broad sunflowers 
tomato plants 
flowers of pea vines 


Now again 
hot stillnoon and bright 


surely some truth is here 


moving unseen presence 


Autumn 


Autumn theappletree cold rain 


night infinite 
infinite stars 


the earth untouched 
only visited 


and flows 
through black roots 


branches 


Yellow apples in the grass 
slowly rotting fragrant 


And the world has not yet been seen 


the rust-spotted apple 
drops of rain on it in wet grass 


The apple seems old 
beneath the names that tell of it 
the names that it has been given 


yet nothing is old 


these things are only waiting 


The Green Germ 


Your time here 


awake now -- 
processes of mind 


But the leaf of the white-blooming pea 
silent being 
and its life is sleep 


yet time is in the leaf 


and opens 
deeper than water or light 


opening the spring 
its deep intent 


rhythm 
of space in emptiness 


sound in stillness 


But do you die? 


In the Hothouse 


The lemon on the lemon tree 
a kind of arbor 
with its perfumed air 
and the sun is warm 
on its yellow rind 
through panes of glass 
through dark green leaves 


The lemon 
its warm sour sweet pulp within 


all distilled from light 


slowly ripens 
slow result of light 
time itself so slow when creating 
and silent 


Being swayed 
upon each point of light and heat 


Now -- 
this moment 


this air fragrant this warm th 


this silence 


Substance 


Substance a dark light 
slowly gathered 


secret the cells 
of amber 
sunlight 


a drop 
glistens at the edge 
light and heat are here 
this slow fluid 
suspension of time 


Now tip the jar more -- 
honey 


ply upon ply 


clarity dark lucid sharp warmth 
reflecting light 


In the Garden 


On hands and knees 
fingers some inches in damp soil 


a canopy of bean vines 
shading and hot sun 


Looking 
something hidden _ lost 


crouch here this noon 


in the shade neck 
shoulder warming 
hot sun is so close 


Sun streams green light 
and water green shade 
damp and humid earth 


hands come to black soil 
hands pick at 
small stones 
thread roots 
cool dirt 
hard ground 


nowhere 
not sheltered 
in the light-cut shade 


Where 


Hidden — earth 


eludes the eye hand 
not in soil 


handfuls — still damp 
the rain 


Not in the pea blossoms 
fibers of leaf 

torn thread by thread 

inner filaments 


green yellow water light 
green fiber optic 


all blank 
Deeper in 
earth 
down deeper 
root and 
past root 


in darkness where all sleep 


at last 
not there 


not in the crumb of dirt not in 
the scattered small pebbles not there 


The Place 
Come, this afternoon 
down through rows 
staked pole beans 
where bumblebees 
climb 
there 
steady humming 
vines 
noon glare in leaves 
flowers with light 
and petals luminous 


a moment 


there 


Spring 


Morning and we woke 
Sun 


on the ceiling 
an eggshell white 


not dusty light 


but spring 
water light 


Involved 


Evening's sun caught now 


leaves and flowers 
tangled together in light 


a green sun 
underside of leaves 


auras against a green dark 
glow 


sun 
still warm 


I sit in shadow s 
feel the cool air 
grapes hanging __ their vines 


and almost 


Origin 


The sun baking the field 
the ground 
its sleep 
seed 


leaf flower 
day 
this root 


that leads to 
nets and 
passages 
within 
dark 
dreamt-of earth 


being 
one life 


the sun 
where the gardener's hand must go 
in, inward 


for earth has 
these entanglements 


To Emily Dickinson 


Letters steeples bees eternity 
candles 
these that you burned 
in afterimages we see 
what you made brilliant redescribing 


Solitude evening’s sounds 
amood many moods 
sharp quick words for each found 


and yet still silence still solitude 


Flame pulses witha fire's 
simplicity 


where? sheerest tongue 
within 
flickers inthese winds desires these 


held in subtle discipline 


Now we in what is left here your art 
find what is and yet 
is not a presence 
your voice within as at the diamond's heart 
what is not fire burns in silence 


Noon 


The leaves the sun at noon 
in tree branches 


light 
one glare 
sun 
all fire points 
of fire 
embodied 
burning 


sun leaves ahalo 


aura in aura 
visible light visible energy 


of day 
Sky a deep and luminous blue 
and in green of every leaf 


in stem branch in the roots of the tree 
rooted in sun 


figured emptiness 


of light 


In Early Spring 
Your bath water beads 
streaming 
your skin flushed wet 
my lips touch 
cool 
back away retreat 
towels 
clouds of steam 
and the fogged mirror blank 
mauve-blue water 
in the porcelain tub steams 
Your element is water it would seem 
but light 
on wooden blinds unclosed 


shows clearly 


plain wet skin goose-bumped beautiful 


Trespass 


Walking far outside of town 
Afternoon 
sun high heat 
grass tops waving a dry wind sound 


the path 
hard 


baked 
earth cracked 


a cinnamon dust 


apple trees to one side 
chestnut trees the other 


gray flat road 
and no one 


wire fence the fence posts 
rain cracked tops 


far off in the yellow 
a gray barn 
grass brushed my hand 
the field smelled warm 


no one around 


Early 


Morning 
green sky 
blue chimney smoke 
the roofs 
black light 


across 
roof ice 


shiny 


sleepers wake _ sleepers 
or not 


clouds islands shale floating 
with spotlights 
rays around 
bright rifts 


Doors of light open open 


Night, Summer 


Breeze porch 
scent of 


wet 
night-dew grass 
dark bedroom 


night rain 
doesn't matter 


before day 


get all wet 
anyway 


Night, Winter 


December _ stars 
snow field 
luminous earth 


forgotten 


Dusk 


Fading light 
dried sun blood at hill 
a puddle 
stones in blue ink 
Indigo 
after-storm 


scab clouds _ breaking 
sun spurts 


Ash Wednesday 


Wednesday gray snow 
ruddy ash of dusk 
twilight 
no thaw yet 
yet winter has still some light 
to know perhaps 
nowhere beyond the world, only one-- 
yet is there? 
Sorrow though and war of several kinds 
AndI_ no longer here yet here 
imperceptibly now elsewhere 


yet where? 


What's left after such -- 
yet soon now 


and yet take up again 
bright watery sun of spring 


Beyond 


Beyond 


the black hill 
sunset furnace 


a black edge 


Through 
wire black trees 


bright wake evening cloud fire 
Light 
at the hill 
burns upward into space 
through air 
gold orange opal 
Higher 


acid green 


flowing on through 
from the low sun 


east 
north south 


--the sky 
SO quiet 


Cumulus and cirrus 
at four levels 


pouring east 
wind driving all 


Fast slower slow 


lower higher 
highest 


and almost still 
drifting calm 


far luminous open spaces 


filled with light 
Open 
open open 
opening more 
A shift then 


almost balances 


powers realign new forms appearing 


AFTERWORD 


Encounters With the Author in Taipei 


We first made the author’s acquaintance at a well- 
known restaurant in Taipei, the Wysteria Tea 
House, famous as having been a meeting place for 
dissident intellectuals in the years of political 
struggle in Taiwan . 


During the recent effort to publish his rather 
extensive work, we had occasion to discuss aspects 
of his past and current writing. 


Your poetry is quite varied in style and in form. 
Where do you locate yourself in the overall debate 
concerning poetic form? 


I consider myself an eclectic. The main thing for me 
is to grasp, mentally, a certain object -- that is, an 
experience, a scene, an event -- to see it and feel it. 
Any language that seems to convey the reality of 
that is good, any which remains merely language, 
merely words, is for me of no interest, in some 
cases it is actively negative, in the sense of being 
obstructive. 


A cliche? 


Yes or not even a cliche but in a way worse than 
that. Much of our language obscures the nature of 
reality. Words in themselves are, in a sense, the 
enemy of writing. I tell students that all the time. 


Words most often merely convey the usual accepted 
social understanding. Writing is for the purpose of 
grasping reality itself, which is always something 
other than the social understanding. 


Do you consider yourself a political writer? 


All writing is political in the sense of attempting to 
correct these false social understandings. At times 
its purpose is to merely reveal with a new freshness, 
a perceptual freshness, as it were. But even this 
itself has a certain basic political significance, in the 
sense that awakened human beings will act and 
think differently than those who are at rest in the 
normal tranquilized non-perception that we usually 
are caught up in. 


Does living outside the United States help or hinder 
your writing? 


I think it helps, in general. It is in some ways a very 
undeveloped culture, yet in other ways it is 
overbearing. (The US, that is.) There is, for 
example, a great deal of rather stifling political 
correctness, as it's called, and to get away from that 
is itself a positive thing. For a while I had no idea 
how I would ever get all this material published, 
especially if you're not there trying to do all the 
"networking" that is needed, and which I was 
absolutely terrible at anyway -- worse than terrible, 
I really had no clue, I still don't, I suppose. And 
then it came about that you could just do it all by 
yourself, by means of the internet. 


How much material is it? It's quite a lot, it would 
seem. 


Yes, I guess it's about 40 volumes or so. Over 2,000 
pages, if you want to measure it like that. I don't 
know how much it would weigh. 


There seem to be many styles represented. Was that 
something you consciously strove for? 


Yes. I always wanted to be able to represent a wide 
variety of experiences. My first models for the artist 
were people such as Picasso, Goethe, Bach -- artists 
who could work in a very wide range of forms and 
even use widely different styles. Of course, I can't 
compare myself to people like that, but it was still a 
goal, to try many types of things. 


What sorts of things are you working on currently? 


Well as you know I am trying to get all this existing 
work published, going through it, touching it up 
here and there, proofreading, and so forth. After 
that, I think I might return to some translating work 
-- Holderlin especially, and some Chinese poets, but 
don't ask me which ones. 


What were you trying to do in these poems in 
particular? 


As the title suggests, it was an attempt to overcome 
words themselves, and let experience itself come 
through — an old modernist goal. They are mostly 
old poems parts of which I erased, as it were. Airing 
them with blank space and fragmentary syntax. An 


experiment. But at the same time, different things 
were changed. 


About the Author 


Steven Frattali is an expatriate American writer 
living in Taipei. He is the author to date of over 40 
volumes of poetry, totaling over 2,000 pages of 
work. He is also the author of several critical 
works, among them Person, Place and World: A 
Late Modern Reading of Robert Frost and 
Hypodermic Light: The Poetry of Philip Lamantia 
and the Question of Surrealism. 


About the Banyan Press of Taipei 


The Banyan Press of Taipei was founded in 2008 by 
Samuel Palmer and Steven Frattali. It plans to 
publish the work of expatriate Anglophone writers 
of the Pacific Rim who are working outside the 
norms of mainstream publishing. The Press does 
not at this time invite submissions, but it hopes to 
do so in the future. 


